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| 's | 4h qe ; 
| Ince FaCtion ebbs, and Roguegggow out of Faſhion 
Their penny-Scribes take care t'inform the Nation, 


_ How well men thriye in this or that Plantation. 


How Penſitvanie's Air agrees with Quakers 
And Carolina's with Aſlociators : ; 


Both &en too good for Madmen and for Traitors. 


Truth is, our Land with Saints is fo run oct 
And every Age produces ſuch a ſtore, 
That now there's need of two New-Englands more. 


beds this, you'll ſay, to_Us and our Vocation? 
Onely thus much, that we haye left our Station . 
And made this Theatre our new Plantation, 


| The Factious Natives neyer could agree ; 
But aimin 


——_ g, as they call'd it, to be Free "OR 


E PILOGUY 


Some Laws for publick Welfare we&fign , 


If You, the Power ſupreme will pleaſe to joyn: 
There are a ſort of Pratlers in the Pit, 


Let ſuch be dumb, this Pe 

Each to be thought my Lad 

But ſtay , methinks ſome Vi 

Caſt our her Lure from the 

About her all the flutr'ring Spar 

The Noiſe continues though the SWH 

Now growling £ ſputtring ,wauling , ſuch a clutter , 


Some ſay they no Obedience paid of late; | 
But wou'd new Fears and Jealouſies create; 
Till topſi-turvy they had turn'd the State. 


Plain Senſe, withour the Tallent of Foretelling , 
Might gueſs 'twou'd end in down-right knocks and quelling : 
For ſeldome comes there better of Rebelling, 


When Men will, needleſly, their Freedom barter 
For Lawleſs Pow'r, ſometimes they catch a Tartar : 
(There's a damn'd word that rhimes to this call'd Charter.) 


But, ſince the Vitory with Us remains, 
You ſhall be call'd to Twelve in all our Gains: 
(If you'll not think us ſawcy for our pains.) 


Old Men ſhall have good old Plays to delight *em - 
And you fair Ladies and Gallants that flight 'em , 
We'll treat with good new Plays; if our new Wits can writ'em. 


We'll take no blundring Verſe , no fuſtian Tumour, 
No dribling Love, from this or that Preſumer: 
No dull fat Fool ſhamm'd on the Stage for humour. 


' For, faith, ſome of'em ſuch vile ſtuft haye made, 
As none but Fools or Fairies ever Play*d; 
But 't was, as Shopmen ſay, to force a Trade. 


We've giv'n you Tragedies, all Senſe defying : 
And ſinging men, in wofull Metre dying ; 
This 'tis when heavy Lubbers will be flying. 


' All theſe diſaſters we well hope to weather; 
We bring you none of our old Lumber hether: _ 
Whigg Poets and Whigg Sheriffs may hang together. 


: 1- Fine Love no doubt, but cer two days are o'er ve, 
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Muſt have a care to Pleaſe ; anc 'S our Caſe : 
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The Surgeon will be told a wofull ſtory. 

Let Vizard Maſque her naked Face expoſe, 

On pain of being thought to want a Noſe : 

Then for your Laqueys, and your Train beſide, 
(By what e'er Name or Title dignify'd) 

They roar ſoloud, you'd think bekind the Stairs 
Tom Dove, and all the Brotherhood of Bears : 
They're grown a Nuiſance , beyond all Diſaſters, 
We've none ſo great but their unpaying Maſters. 
Webeg you, Sirs, tobeg your Men, that they 
Wou'd pleaſe to give you leaye to hear the Play. 
Next, inthe Play-houſe ſpare your precious Lives; 
Think, like good Chriſtians, on your Bearns and Wives: 
Think on your Souls ; but by your lugging forth, 

It ſeems you know how little they are Worth - 
If none of theſe will move the Warlike Mind , 
Think on the helpleſs Whoore you leave behind / 
We beg you laſt, our Scene-room to torbear, 
And leaye our Goods and Chattels to our Care: 
Alas, our Women are but waſhy Toys, 

And wholly taken up in Stage employs: 


Poor willing Tits they are : but yer I doubr 

This double Duty ſoon will wear *em our. 

Then you are watcht beſides, with jealous care ; 
What if my Lady's Page ſhould find you there 
My Lady knows t'a tittle what there's in ye; 

No paſſing your guilt Shilling for a Guiney. 

Thus, Gentlemen , we have ſumm'd up in ſhort, 
Our Grievances, from Country, Town and Court : 
Which humbly we ſubmit to your good pleaſure ; 
Bur firſt vote Money , then Redrels at leafure. 
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